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youth !" He had almost forgotten the very existence of these MSS., nay, in all the wealth of his teeming brain he had scarcely remembered ever having written them. I read him some splendid extracts, and specified the period when each was written. " Sister," he said, "you are born to be my biographer. All this belongs to you, and when you come back you will find some additions I have made." I deprecated the notion, remarking that I would never write a book (he alludes playfully to this in certain aphorisms), and that he must write his life himself, a task for which he had already made some preparations. " Why yes, I will," he answered thoughtfully. When he came to Naumburg in the spring of 1886, he put one or two MSS. into the box, but afterwards, until my return from Paraguay in 1893, the box was forgotten.
As if to cheat ourselves into dispelling the sense of melancholy, we also built many a castle in the air for his future, which was to me such a source of anxiety. As I dreaded his isolation more than anything, and knew that he was an excellent teacher for young men of talent, I reverted to my old proposal that he should give lectures, free from the bias of his more esoteric doctrines, in some university. In the spring of 1885 I had already paved the way for this in many quarters, and had written to him on the subject. He replies : " Your proposals for the future sound very attractive, and I cannot thank you enough for the loving care to which they bear witness. I am becoming too blind to do much reading or writing. Every day I get enough ideas to fill two stout volumes by a German professor, but I have no one fit to receive the stuff. There is so much that is unorthodox, so much that would hurt other people. I admit that I should be glad to deliver a lecture now and then, with due regard for the conventions, as a moralist and < educator' who has no bee in his bonnet; but undergraduates are so stupid, and Professors are still stupider. And where